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Slowlu, and a loftier 
Civil War left deep 
scars in the winds 
ayid. hearts of jtten / 
Bat as shrill war- 
whoops rent the 
dawn air alovtri the 
border slopes. Monte 
Hale, knew thai the 
divided troopers of 
the Fifteenth Cavalru 
would have to f orrfet , 
tkeir lingering feud.' 
Slue and Grau--- 
North and South- 
theu would have to 
join together to save 
ike Border seitle- 
Jftenis froj*t the 
Sioux Nations / 



LISTEN TO MB, MEN . 
CAPTAIN WILSON'S BEEN 
CAPTURED BY A SIOUX 
WAR PARTY . / EVIDENTLY 
THEY'RE GATHERING- ALL 
ALONG- THE BORDER — 

PLANNING- TO RAID THE 
SETTLEMENTS/ WE'/E GOT 

TO RESCUE HIM AND 

THEN THROW A LASSO 
am ON THE SIOUX/ 




WILL yOU FORGET /OUR FEUD 
AND FOLLOW ME ? FOLLOW 
THE-FLA& >OU ONCE. SERVED 
UNDER— AND WE'LL SAVE 
TM05E BORPER 
SETTLEMENTS/ / AND SO WILL 




A* WE Sioux warricrs 

&T0RM TKJWARD THE PAtfS, 
THEy ARE MgT »y A 

: WITHERING FIRE.' 




THEY SHOOT 
WITH EYE 
OF EASLE.' 


f NO USE.' PASS \ 
\ TOO MARROW 1 
\ TO &ET , ^— ' 

/ THROUGH-/ TURN/ 
/ THE/ SLAy/ FLEE - ■ 
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THIS TIME THEY'RE 
REALLY GIVING UP/ 
MONTE/THEY'RE 
HEAPING SACK 

TO THEIR 
RESERVATIONS 




I'M PUTTING THESE TWO FLAGS -- 
CONFEDERATE ANP UNION -HERE/ 
BECAUSE I RECKON THAT'S* THE 
WAV WHIT WOULD HAVE WANTED 
IT.' HE'P BE HAPPy TO KNOW THAT 
YOU FELLOWS FINALLY GOT 
TOGETHER AND SAVED THE 
BORPER SETTLEMENTS / 




THANKS TO HIS EXAMPLE , 
ANP TO YOU, MONTE , 
WE'VE FORGOTTEN OUR 

OLD DIFFERENCES/ 





A COWBOY WESTERN FEATURE 



|HHAN im 

THE USE OF THE HANDS TO 
DESCRIBE SPEECH IS CALLED 
SIGN LANGUAGE. IT IS USED 
0Y EVERY RACE ON THE 6LOBE 
TODAY THE AMERICAN INDIAN 
IS UNDOUBTEDLY THE BEST 
SIGN TALKER THE WORLD KNOWS 

ONE COULD WHTCH TWO 
INDIANS'TALK" FOR HOURS 
BY SIMPLE GESTURES OF THE 
HANDS. 





DRIVE- WITH HANDS OPPOSITE 
EACH OTHER AND THE SAME HEIGHT 
ABOUT AN INCH BETWEEN TIPS OF 
THUMBS; MOVE HANDS IN DIRECTION 
OF THE DRIVE . 




JEALOUS-HOLD LEFT HAND 
FLAT SACK UP, AND WITH 
RIGHT HAND STAB UNDER 
ONCEORTWICE. 



SsuH 



JOKE- HOLD THE RIGHT 
HAND NEAR MOUTRSWINS 
THE HAND FORWAR6 AND 
UPWARD. 





UST.HCtDUPTHE LEFT HAND, 
PUSH IT STRAIGHT AWAY, THEN 
TAP THE THUMB WITH THE 
RIGHT HAND. 




MATE- PUT THE FINGERS 
IN TENT FORM, FINGERS 
TOUCHING. 




MONEY- PLACE LEFT HAND 
FLAT, WITH RIGHT HAND DRAW 
SHAPE OF BILLS ON PALM 



EACH TRIBE OF 
INDIANS HAD THEIR 
OWN NAMES FOR 
THE MONTHS OF THE 
YEAR. HERE ARE 
THE MOST POPULAR, 



JAMUARY 
SNOW MOON 

MAY 
PLANTING MOON 

4> 



£c 



PBBRUARY 
ttUNSERMOON 

TUNE 
ROSE MOON 



MARCH . APRIL 

CROW MOON GRASS MOON 

JULY AUGUST 

THUNDER MOON RED MOON 



^ ^=7 ^^r^ 



SEPTEMBER 
HUNTIN6 MOON 



October 
leaf-falling moon 



NOVEMBER 
MAD MOON 



DECEMBER 
LOWS-NkSWt MOOl 



H0R5BSHOBS 




HE'S C0UECTM6 MONEY FOR TOE 
HOME FOR HOMELESS POLECATS. 
WE'LL JUST WAIT TILL HE'S COLLECTED 
ALL OP IT. THEN WE'LL JUMP HIM . 




lORSES 
CANT TALK. 
BUT 5MA«T 
ONES, LIKE 
CORKER, UNDER- 
STAND A SREAT 
DEAL OF WHAT 
HUMANS SAY. 
AND TO 
CORKER, BEING 
CALLED A 
FREAK IS THE 
LAST STRAW. 
HE RISES I 
HE KICKS. 1 




P) ^£^7 AcAVeMaK.' 




— the cave is in ) — \ /■ — V 

WUH BfUHN/Jr^Qlp))! HO, 


V 




^B% 




^m 






"»- -i ,3 1 "™'f>i£5 



HW// Ite BLUE BEETLE RETUMS!!! 



aflSfeEBEiMS 



AMERICA'S CRUSAVB 

Of 
LAW AND ORDER 



]Q< 



mw at mm ucti naanua! 
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V$46l4 A POWHATAN INDIAN! CHIEF" 

died, Hts flesh was reaaoi/ed from 

MIS BONES AND ORlED... IT WAS 

-THEM WRAPPED TOGETHER WITH THE 
BONES IN A MAT A/YO 4.A/P //* STS 
PAOPEX 0#£>E# W/rV 077/EfiSJMO 

mad previously at so y 
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ARKOTS ARE 
AfOT THE ONLY 

TALKIhIG BIRDS? 
<HE WATTLED /VIVNA 
FROM THE MAUV 
REGION! IS AM EX- 
CELLENT TALKER Atfe 
CA/Y lEAMTo SPEAK 
CL£ARLY AS TflE 
3£%TOF TftB 
PAKKOTSg 




H JAVA A 

6PULAR CURE 
■FOR GOUT OR 
RHEUMATISM 

IS TO RUB 
SPAKlSH PEPPER 

INTO THE HAILS 
op rue FINGERS 
AHO T©€§ 

OF THE 
SUFFERER^ 



^HEGIANTSQUIOIS A 
NWSTERV OF THE SEAf 
SPECIMENS OF fcO 
OR 70 FEET AND 
WEIGHING NEARLV , 
A TON ARE RECORD-I 
EO &ISTNO ONE 
KrtOWS AJOI* 

large rmv enon, 

HOH/ OEEP THEY 
ONELL OR. HOW LONG 
THEY L\iV£ p 



n 
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THE CATTLE 
HAVE SCENTEP 
r -v. I WATER.' THEVftE 



STAMPEDINS, 
TOWARD US/ 






THEVLL 

CRUSH US.' 

WE'VE SOT TO 

HEAD THEM 

OFF/ 
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\5Hkew a burning drou^Jri kii ike Rio Verde couvtiry. 
tjeff Sears aias in desperate straits// Oyilq one 
iking cOBJd. save kis ravtck front ruin-- avid, ikal 
mas' Siping maier douivt from ike Mountains'.' AtOKea 
mould toe needed, jto do ikis and. Jeff" didn'i liave a 
silver cariiukeel / Bat Me did. have- tVus friendskip of 
Monte Hale --and. ikat uxa.6 worth. -More iMayi yi&mi 
titoa.saMds of dollars' / 



its nooeo TIMS/ 

AND COMIN& OUT OP A 

CHUTE NUMBERS 

ONE I* yMONTS t 

HALE' 



TlME'S 

UP, 

.MONTE.' 



*' 



5jma"sj, 



NICE 

iaoiwa/you 

STUCK TO 
HIM LIKE / 
FLy- PAPER. 



75?^ 



FIRST PLACE IN 
BRONC-BUSTINS, 
CALF-ROPlNa AND 
BULL-DOGSlNGr 



HURKAY.' 

HE SURE 
DESERVED 



WHV IS MONTE RlDltJS- ^ 
THE RODEO TRAIL ASAIN.' i 
THE ANSWER IS TO BE 
ROUMD SEVERAL WEEK'S 
8EPORE / , 




/ THERE.' NOW THE WATER 
/ TANKS OKI OPEN PRAIRIE, 
/ WHERE THE CATTLE WILL 
I DO NO HARM.' LET'S RIDE 
I BACK TO JEFFfe PLACE AND 
\ PUT A LOOP ON RINSO / 

N. SMITH ANP HIS SUNSEL- 




^WATERFALL OF DOOM 




A Gray Hawk Adventure 



By Dick Kraut 



GRAY HAWK suddenly lifted his head, 
his ruddy features clearly profiled 
against the rich green of the forest foliage. 
His eyes narrowed to calculating slits as he 
saw a tall buck move cautiously out into the 
clearing. Many-pronged were the antlers of 
the deer, and its great dark nostrils sniffed 
nervously at the air — probing for the scent of 
the Indian boy who lay in hiding. Slowly, care- 
fully, Gray Hawk drew a slender feathered 
shaft from the quiver that hung over his shoul- 
der. He notched it and drew the bow back as 
far as it would go. 

"Now!" he breathed, releasing the arrow. 

The deadly shaft hummed through the air! 
In swift panic, the buck whirled. Desperately 
it sought to evade the arrow. But it was use- 
less — for Gray Hawk's shot was straight and 
true. For a moment the deer staggered, and 
then with a mighty bound,' disappeared in the 
underbrush. 

Gray Hawk rose. He fitted another arrow to 
his bowstring. Since the Indian hunters slew 
only for food, it was a crime to let an injured 
animal escape to die alone in the underbrush. 
He would have to find him! 

Over the carpet of pine-needles, through 
dark forest corridors and past giant boulders, 
the Indian boy followed the trail of the 
wounded deer. While he felt sorry for the 
proud beast, he knew that meat was badly 
needed in the Otapi village. Eagerly he fol- 
lowed the buck, winding higher and higher 
through the forest land. As he continued to 
climb, the trees grew sparser and he began to 
hear a trickling, gurgling sound in the dis- 
tance. 

As he came out into the open, Gray Hawk 
suddenly hesitated. There before him, he saw 
a waterfall pouring down between two cleft 
walls of a towering chasm. This was the Water- 
fall of the Dead Men! Many years before, a 
party of Otapi warriors had attempted to pass 
through the waterfall to see what lay beyond. 
They had never returned and since then it was 
said that a curse lay on the waterfall. Since 




that time, no Otapi had attempted to venture 
close to it. But Gray Hawk, painstakingly fol- 
lowing the trail of the wounded buck, saw that 
it led straight toward the falls! 

The bronzed youth's jaw set in determina- 
tion. 

"If a wounded deer can go through the falls," 
he muttered, "so can I!" 

Hunching his shoulders, he plunged forward 
beneath the thundering torrent. At once he 
seemed to be tossed about in the grip of a 
mighty force that pitched him this way and 
that. But somehow keeping his footing on the 
mossy-surfaced rocks beneath the stream, the 
Otapi boy forced his way on. After several 
moments of unrelenting effort, he came out 
into the open air again. Looking ahead Gray 
Hawk saw that the trail of the wounded buck 
led up over some high, slate strewn ground 
and disappeared in a cave cut in the side of 
the high chasm wall. 

For a moment, Gray Hawk hesitated. He 
remembered the tales of the warriors who had 
disappeared years before. Then, muscles taut 
with resolve, he entered the dank, winding 
cavern . . . 

It was late that afternoon when Gray Hawk 
returned to the village of the Otapi; the skies 
were lowering and purple in the west. On his 
shoulder, the son of the chief bore the car- 
cass of the great deer that he had shot and 
trailed to the cavern past the Waterfall of 
the Dead Men. Seeing the youth enter the vil- 
lage with his prize, the elders and warriors of 
the tribe gathered around. But when they 
found out where he had gone in pursuit of the 
wounded stag,, their visages turned grim and 
dark. 

"You passed through the Waterfall of the 
Dead Men!" a wrinkled elder exclaimed accus- 
ingly. "But that's accursed! No Otapi has done 
that for many years!" 

Gray Hawk raised a hand in protest. 

"What was I to do?" he asked quietly. "Let 
the deer escape? And besides, nothing has yet- 
happened to me ! I have returned, have I not ffl 



"Yes," nodded the ancient, shaking a gnarled 
fist venomously. "You have returned — to bring 
evil to this tribe! Manitou will punish us all. 
It will be seen!" As if to lend support to his 
prophecy, a roll of thunder suddenly boomed 
through the mountains, and several great drops 
splattered suddenly on the ground! 

That night, the rains came. Steady, unrelent- 
ing and all-pervading, they poured down on 
the forest, the mountainside and the low val- 
ley in which the Otapi tribe was camped. Great 
drops bucketed down in swift succession- 
forming tiny rills that raced down the slopes, 
joining into brooks, tumbling creeks and 
pools: Thunder roared sullenly and lightning 
crackled, and still the rain lashed down. By 
the time morning came, the ground was sod- 
den and heavy and the sound of rushing waters 
could be heard everywhere. The warriors and 
elders of the tribe met in worried consulta- 
tion' A mile below the Otapi camp, a lake had 
swiftly formed and was backing up the nar- 
row valley! Soon it would reach the camp! 

"We are in grave peril," the chief of the 
tribe, Gray Eagle, said slowly. "In three hours, 
perhaps two, the flood will reach us! Our 
tepees will be swept away and we will all 
drown unless, somehow, we can manage to 
•scape !" 

The chief scanned the grim faces of his com* 
pantons. Then he went on. "But where can we 
escape to? How can we leave this valley? We 
cannot go further down, for there lies the surg- 
ing water! We cannot go through the notch 
of Btg Tongue Mountain. A scout has just 
brought word that giant trees have been struck 
by lightning and have fallen, clogging up the 
pass! There is nowhere for us to go — and death 
will come here soon!" 

The bony, wrinkled elder who had predicted 
doom the night before burst out angrily, "And 
it is all the fault of that boy of yours, that 
Gray Hawk ! He angered the gods, and now 
we are being punished for his evil!" 

All eyes slowly turned as Gray Hawk walked 
into the circle. 

"If this is so," he began.i his voice husky. 
"I would give my life at once to pay for my 
sin! But perhaps that deer led me through 
the waterfall yesterday for another reason. 
Perhaps Manitou wanted me to know where 
the tribe would be safe from a flood! Perhaps 
it was his will that I go through the falls and 
that I now lead the tribe up through it . . .** 

"Through it?" the elder scoffed. "Bah! As 
if you have not done enough! We will die in 
thf twinkling of an eye!" 



"Wait!* said Gray Eagle. "The boy may be 
Tight. If we wait here, we can only die. We 
have no other escape route. Let us follow him!" 

Quickly issuing orders, the chief directed 
ilie men of the tribe to prepare for instant 
flight. As the rains swelled, blanketing the 
forest with an almost solid sheet of falling 
water, the braves and squaws quickly tore down 
tepees and within half an hour, the tribe was 
filing through the forest. Behind them, water 
began to lap hungrily at the camp site they had 
just left, and far to the west. Big Tongue 
Mountain Pass was blocked and impenetrable! 
They had but one chance, the chance repre- 
sented by the Waterfall of Dead Men! 

Higher and higher they went, until at last 
they reached the raging falls. The rain had 
redoubled its fury, so that it appeared tike a 
vicious, untamed forest beast. 

"Quick!" shouted Gray Hawk through the 
howl of the rain. "Take my hand and form a 
single line! I will lead you through." 

The son of the chief plunged waist-deep into 
the pool, and then directly into the waterfall. 
Stepping carefully from stone to stone, Gray 
Hawk fought his way safely through the falls. 
And behind him, clutching hands with fear- 
hardened grips, came the members of the tribe. 
Slipping, stumbling, swerving, head-down and 
persisting, they came through, one by one! 

6£]%[ owr said Gray Hawk - " Up ther « r 

1^ He pointed up at the cave that waited, 
high up the chasm wall. "The waters will never 
reach up there. We will be safe and dry until 
the flood stops!" , 

As the members of the tribe struggled ea- 
gerly upward to reach the cave shelter. Gray 
Hawk suddenly realized that his guess had 
been right! If that deer had not led him 
through the falls, and helped him find this high 
cave, the tribe would have been doomed. Rather 
than a sin committed against Manitou, it was 
Manitou's way,of helping him save his people! 
The forest god had spoken in a strange way, 
thrbugh the form of a dying deer. 

"A strange way," muttered Gray Hawk, as 
he bent to enter the cave mouth, "but Manitou 
is always with us!" 

THE END 
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SAPE-CRACKERS 
' UNLIMITED/ I 
THOUSHT I'D PIND 

fe you HERE/ 



you'LL ""^ 

NEVER LIVE 

TO TELL ABOUT 

IT, HALE/ 




£?** WET*i E HAD 

S-^Vhat- 

^ E «RlM S gS, ?uci+ 
^ E =M IN I« WE EVER I 

•\ bad me °* ^s 



f WE'VE X HOLD ON, 
LISTENED / MISTER.' LET'S 
ENOUSH/I HEAR BOTH SIDES 
SET OUT VpP THIS STORY- - 
OP My WAy--7AND WEIL PIND 
I WANT MV / OUT WHAT IT'S 
MONEY/ jt ALL ABOUT/ r 
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INSIDE 
JOBS, EH? 

IS THAT 

ALU THE 
HELP >OU 
CAN OFFER, 

MORGAN * 



that's all, hale 
our safes are the 
strongest in the 
business/those 
bankers had better 
investigate their 
own clerks anp * 
tellers/ j— ' 




AS i"ke saiegMtavt If he's soing- into 
&>y £ke £&.£& [ that old mill ' 

compayiq dis'wiouM.ts'- • \ I'll creep up 

-— ~w _^__. . .. / INDIAN- STYLE - 

S~= rrr~ [ ANP SEE V/HATS 

HAPPENING 




A3 iVze safe-cracke!-* 
i-idLe off- 
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FINAL > 
■JILLINS 
S EISHT.V 


IT'S MALE \ 

AMD A 1 

BUNCH OF / / 

SHERIFFS^/] 
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Bui lo-itk Mcmle Hales Ha^mrf 

dRYis leading tlie attack, tJie 

"battle is- short.' „ 

AS VOU SAy MORSAN .' 
BUT FIRST, TELL US 

what you AMD youR 

GUNSELS DID WITH THE 
MONEY you SOT FROM 





I RECKON NOTHIN& 
TAKES THE STARCH 
OUT OF ANYBODY 
AS MUCH AS THOSE 
TWO WORDS, 
YOU'RE FIRED.'* 
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